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Foggy London 


Author's Notes: 
This story is very weird. Read at your own risk. If | add more, it will have more members of the band in it, 


and it will show their personalities more. 


It was a foggy day in London. The air was thick with a sort of heaviness, limiting movement and compressing 
thoughts. Joe sat alone. His silhouette half-heartedly appeared on the wall, cast supposedly by the meager 
effort of the minimal amount of sunlight. He stared at the sheet of paper before him. The letters seemed to 
dance on the page like an animation with too few frames. He gazed out the window. The clouds had parted 
slightly so that beams of sun struck the rooftops, but the essence of high density remained. His shadow stood 
up. Joe remained sitting, still staring at the traffic of London below. A twanging of a guitar string sounded 
behind him. Joe whipped around and faced the source of the noise. Staring at him was a being of another realm 
and another form of matter. It consisted of a material as dark as night, molded into a version of Joe. The 
entity seemed almost two-dimentional; it was a mere shadow in this world Seconds passed, minutes, hours, 
even. All calculations of time were warped because of the immense and grandiose powers of the silhouette. 
From the shadow's palms, intricate weavings of fire travelled through the air and onto the guitar. As it was 


set ablaze, the instrument's very composition changed from an earthly material to the essence of the 


shadowman. Dark as nothingness and with a lack of depth, the still-flaming guitar was claimed by the entity. 
Joe simply observed. The events of the last few minutes had destroyed his comprehension and he was now 
floating in a sort of tranquil environment of the mind. The creature stood in a stance much unlike Joe's own. 
Hands clenched into fists, the being's limbs were positioned as if about to inflict harm. As the rules of all 
dimensions shifted, it became clear that this shadowy visitor was the complete opposite of Joe. With a shriek 
that shattered thoughts, a whirlwind gathered around the fiend, enveloping loose papers in strong winds. The 
door was thrown off its hinges. The shadow, with a flash of light and smoke exited the room. All was silent: 
Except, of course, for the footsteps of this entity, who was now making its way to the lobby of the building. 
With one swift kick of supernatural proportions, the fiend cracked the only barrier between the interior of the 
building and the fragile souls on the sidewalk. In that brief moment and forevermore, fate turned into a bitter 
game of pawns and dice. The game, however, was one which the lords of the dark dimension room great 


pleasure in. With pleasure.. comes addiction. 


